THE    STAR-SPANGLED    MANNER

felt as though I were wandering about in Thibet, in
danger of my life, and I wanted to know why. I
stopped still and found that I had come much farther
than I expected. The street was almost entirely dark.
From the lamp-post nearby there came a thin circle of
light which shone on to a pavement indescribably
filthy. In the gloom some ash-bins were just dis-
cernible. An unpleasant odour drifted from them.
I looked up to find my direction. As I did so, a
window on the opposite side of the street was opened,
and a coloured man leant out with his arms on the
ledge, watching me. I stood quite still. It seemed
impossible to move. The street was narrow, and I
could see the lamplight reflected in his eyes, could
see his shirt move with his regular breathing. Still I
stood there, and the whole city was forgotten. And
then, far away, as though at the end of a distant
corridor, a tram crashed past, and the spell was
broken. I turned, and ran down the street, towards
the light, I felt that I had discovered the secret of
Harlem* But I should prefer not to tell you what it
was.
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